'THE

WASHINGTON HERALD, SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 25, 1908,

THE CANDIDATE

A Political Romance o, 195, by tarper aBoied By Joseph A. Altsheler

SYXOPSIS PRECEDING CHAPTERS.
Jimmy Grayson, the dark horse of a national con-
vention, is nominated for the Presidency. Harley, the
correspondent of the New York Gazette, is the first
to tell the candidate the good pews, "He accompanies
the Graysons to their Western home, and meets
Grayson's niecs, Sylvia Morgan, from Idaho. The
two are mutually sttracted, though they are critical
of each other. Harley, together with other corre-
spondents, acoomparies the Gravson party back to

Chicsgo, where the campaign opens. On nigit
of Grayson's great speech, Sylvia, in her er siasm,
throws her arms about Gmayson's wveck and
kissesa him. Harley's frown of disapproval s
obiserved by Sylvia. On the fol'lowing morning Har-
ley finds the incident glavingly illastrated. in |
the yellow journals, nemed as “Gray-

who

som’s Egeria; the beautd young girl
pishes Wastern fire for his speeches.” Churchill,

eorrespondent of the Monitor, New York's “'vellow™

journal, allies himself with a party of financiers | of doing wrong. .

who follow Grayson to Milwaukee, and, by proc-; ““We've brought him hgr‘k sar?ly, he |
ess of dattery, “induce Churchill to start an op- | sald, after slight hesitation. “We spent
position movement through his dispatches. “King” | the night very rmlnm'{mbl_v in a farm-
Plummer, wlitical power im the West and a |house on the prairies. A y
maultimillionaire, appears on the scene. Harley be- : She noticed his hesitation, and her ey es |
Yieves him to be Sylyia's uncle, but learns that | DeCame eager,

ke is her guardfan and betrothed. Mrs. Grayson “1 do believe that you ha.\.'o had an ..“111-
velates to Harley how Stliia's parents were mas- | venture,” she exclaimed. *'1 kn:-w that
sacred on the plains and she. as a young child. {you have; I know by vour look. You must
was found adopted by Plommer, who is thirt¥ | {e1l it to me at once.”

During Plummer’s brief stay in
scems depressed. and upoa his
feve gay and animated.
1 with enthusiasm by the Gray
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CHAPTER X.

consummated
flucnce they are for

m

fur- |

of the crowd centered upon one man, Har-
ley was able to slip quietly.through the
dense ranks and enter the hotel, where
he fell at once into the hands of Sylvia
Morgan. She came forward to meet him,
impulsively holding out her hands, the
light of welcome- sparkling in her eves.

“We did not know what had become of
vou,” she exclaimed. “We feared that
vou had got lost in the quicksands of the
river.” And tHen, with a sudden flush,
she added, somewhat lamely, “We are all
so glad that Uncle James has got back |
safely.”

Harley had read undeniable relief and |
weicome in her eyes, and it gave him a
peculiar thrill, a thrill at first of abso-
}!uu: and unthinking joy, followed at once
by a little catch. Before him rose the|
| square and massive vision of "King" |
| Plummer, and he had an undefined sense

“We have had an adventure,” admitted
Harley, “and there is no reason why I
shouldn't tell you of it, as in a few hours
a long account of it written by me will be
going eastward.”

1 am waiting.”

Harley began at once with his rarra-
tive, and they became absorbed in it, he
in the telling and in the hearing.
Wkile he talked and she listened "King”
Plummer approached. Now the “King" in
these later few days had begun to study
the ways of women, in so far as his lim-
ited experience enabled him to do so, a
task to which he had never turned his
attention before in his life. But the words
of Mrs. Grayson rankled: they kept him
unhappy, they disturbed his self-satisfac-
tion, and made him apprehensive for the
future. He had been In the crowd that
welcomed Jimmy Grayson, he had shaken
the candidate’s hand effusively, and now,
when he entered the hotel, he found Syl-
via Morgan welcoming John Harley

“King” Plummer did not like what he|
saw; it gave him his second shock, nd
he paused to examine the twn with a
low eye, and a mind reluctant to admit
certain facts, among them the most ob-
vious that they were a handsome
couple, and of an age. And this was a
fact that did not give the “King"” pleas-
ure, He did not dislike Harley; instead,
he appreciated his good gualities, but just
then he regarded him with an unfriendly
glance; that reality of youth annoyed him.
There was a glass on the other side of the

she

one,

room, and the “King” looked at his own
reflection. He saw a large, powerful
head and broad, strong features, the|

whole expressing a man at the height of |
his powers, at the very floodtide of his
strength. But it was net young The
hair Q\'us tron-gray, and there were many |
deep in the face—not unhandsome |
lines, vet they were lines 2

ines

W “With all his shameless youth” were
The “King's” Request, the “King's” unuttered he t i)
An hour later the candidate, Harley, | could beat him at anything, except, per- |
and the driver we on the way to the | h::;-:'. scribbling. 1 d live .]i:-x-]hp;u-;" r|
. ' . s cee | Where would g to death. And |
i i P S - surging upon the “King"” came the memo- |
i W NS Sprat, ‘v"\ of his long, triumphant, and joyous
tions and a 1 liant meorning sualight | ;¢ igele with wild nature. n he ap
i was no further trouble about the | proached the couple, and greeted Ha
direction, and they pursued their way ‘.n‘):\itiz the good-r that was re ally a
i part of hin Sylvia, with shining ¢ 5,
a'r was erisp and blowy, and the | told at second hand, though _mot with
. diminished effect, the story eof the
WSS Rewhuatad. by the iS; Foek ”"ln!;:hl, and “King” Plummer was loud
some of the tints of spring green, despite |, " pis  applaus He did not care
the lateness of the season. Harley, r(‘-l“-h_.t criticism the supercilious might
laxed from the tension of the night be- | make, the act was to him spontaneous
fore, leaned back in his seat and enjoyved | and natural |
the tonic breeze No one three | “But I don’t see why you s'n-i'.:‘.d have
had much to say: all were in 1 ttation, | Peen with Jimmy Gray son then,” he s.ml,‘
1t} 5 . ; - . frankly, to Harley. “You !
and the guiet and loneliness of the morn- :‘.m.‘r-'“'w to these parts, )
ing seemed to promote musing. ‘hey | fjght that just you should along |
drove some miles across the when the interestin’ things happen.” i
prai thout seelng a single h b .\ Harley could not help laughing at the |
at the driver pointed to a fli | naive remark, but he liked “King"” Plum-
patch of gold on the Western horizon. | mer all the better for it The “King,’
“That.,” said he, “is the weather-vane | however, gave him no more chance to;
he cupola of the new courthouse, and |talk alone that day with Sylvia. Mr. |

inother hour we'll be in town. 1 guess
your people will be glad to see you, Mr.
Grayson.”

“And I shall be glad te

see them,” sald

the candidate, A few minutes Jater he
turned to the correspondent
“Harley, he asked, “will you send

anything to your paper about last night?”

“I have to do so,” replied Harley with
a slight note of apology in his tone—this
ha it his personal doing. “For a
Presidential candidate to on the
prairie in dark and and
then snend the night in a house in which
his presence of mind and eloquence
vent a murder, that is news—news of
first j wtance and the deepest in-
t. 1 bound not only to send a dis-
h about it, but the dispatch must be
long and full. And I suppose, too,
I shall have to tell it to the other
fellows when we reach the town.”

The candidate sighed.

been

t lost

the

ge

the storm

“I know you are right,” he said, “but 1
wish you did not have to do it. The story

puts me in a sensationai light. It seems
as If I were turning aside from the great
issues of a campaign personal ad-
venture.”

“It was forced upon you.”

“So it was, but that fact does not take
from it the &ensational look.”

Harley was silent. He knew that Mr.
Grayson’s point was well made, but he
knew also that he must

for

send the dis-
patch.
The candidate made no further refer-
ence to the subject, and filve minutes

later they saw horsemen rise out of the
plain and gallop toward them. As Harley
had said, a Presidential nominee was not
lost in the dark and the storm every
night, and this little Western town was
mwightily perturbed when Mr. Grayson
falled to arrive. The others had come in
safely, but already all the morning news-
papers of the cou v had published the
fact that the candidate was lost, swallow-
ed up somewhere on the dark prairie.
And Mr. Grayson's instinet was correct,
too, because mingled with the wonder
and speculation was much ecriticism. It
was boldly said in certain supercilious cir-
cles that he had probably turned aside on
an impulse to look after some minor mat-
ter, perhaps something that was purely
personal that had nothing to do with the
campaign. Churehill, late the night be-
fore, had sent to the Monitor a dispatch
written in his most censoricus manner,
in that vein of reluctant condemnation
that so well suited his sense of superior-
ity. He was loath to admit that the
candidate was proving inadequate to his
high position, but the circumstances in-
dicated It, and the proof was becoming
cumulative. He also sent a telegram to
the Hon. Mr. Goodnight, in New York,
and the burden of tt was the need of a
restraining force, a force near at hand,
and abie to meet every evil with instant
crre.

But the Western horsemen who met
Jimmy Grayson—they clung to their af-
fectionate “Jimmy —were swayed by no
such emotions. They repeated a shout
of welcome, and wanted to know how and
where he had passed the night, to all of
which questions the candidate, with easy
humor, returned ready and truthful re-
plies, although he did not say anything
for the present about the adventure of
the eld man and of the young one who
was now the old one’s son-in-law.

The driver took them straight toward a
large and attractive hotel, and it seemed
to Harley that half the population of the
town was oul to see the triumphant eatry
of the candidate. With all the attention

| Plumimer suGwWew tne greatest regard for |
| Miss Morgan's health and comfort, and |
w1 Mot try to hide his solicitude; he was |
| continually about her, arranging
| conveniences for the journey, and intro-|
ducing Idzho topics, familiar to them, |
ihut to which Harley was necessarily a|
stranger. The “King,” with his, wide|
sense of Western hospitality, would not |
have done this at anotaer time, but in
| view of the close relationship between |
| himself and Sylvia he regarded it as par-
{ donable.

The watchful Mrs. Grayson say it all,
and at first she regarded the "Kl:v.;:";
with an approving eye, but by and by me;
approval changed to a frown. Tht:eri
was something forced In his manner; it|
was just the least bit unconvincing. It
was clear to her that he was ovs.'rd«,\ing!
tit, and in her opinion that was as bad |
as not doing it at all. Nor did she like !
the spectacle of a middle-aged man of |
affairs trying to play the gallant; thr-rei
was another manner, one just as good, |
that would become him more. She was
impelled to admonish him again, but she |
restrained herseii, reflecting that she had
not improved matters by her first warn-
Ing, and she might make them worse by
her second. Nevertheless, she summoned
the nominee of a great party to the
American Presidency to a conference, and
he came with more alacrity than he would
have obeyed the call of a conference of
ZOVernors.

“Sylvia is doing what it is natural for
her to do,” she said, abruptly.

“Then, my dear, why find fault with
me because of it?” replied the mystified
candidate.

“I don't fing
want your advice, although
you can have none to give,

The candidate wisely kept silent, and
waited for the speaker of the house to
proceed.

“Sylvia Is your niece, and Mr, Plummer
is your most powerful political supporter
in the West,” she said. *If she jlits him
because of any fancy or impulse—well,
you know such things can make men,
especially elderly men, do very strange
deeds. I speak of it because I am sure it
must have been in your theughts.”

The candidate stirred uneasily.

“It is a thing that I do not like to take
into consideration,” he said,

“Nor do I, but it forces itself ypon us.”

“It o right that Harley should pay her
attention. They are members of this par-
ty, and they are of an age likely to make
them congenial.”

“That i{s where the danger lles. It may
not amount at present to anvthing more
than a fancy, but a fancy can make a
very good beginning.”

They talked on at length and with
much earnestness, but they could come
| to no other conclusion than to use that
last refuge, silence and waliting.

Meanwhile Sylvia was enjoying herseif.
She was young and vigorous, ard she
had a keen zest in life. She was
surrounded by men, some young, too,
who bad seen much of the world,
and they Interested her; nelther wouid
she have Leen human, nor of her sex,
if their attentions had not pleased her;
and there, t00, was the great campaign
throwing 1ts glow over everything. She
was gracicus even to the “King,” whom
she had been treating rather worse than
he deserved for several days. She seem-
ed to appreciate hig increased gallantry,
and it was “dear old daddy” very often
now, wWhether in the comparative privacy

fault with you; I merely
I know that

| another channel.

ther

le
little g

of the Graysen family cirele or in the
larger group of the young correspondents

and politicians. The “King" was delight-
ed with the change, and his own manner
became easy and happy. He looked once
or twice at the lady whom he considered
his mentor, Mrs. Grayson, and expected
to see approval and satisfaction on her
face, too, but she was stern and Impene-
trable, and the “King” sald to himself
that after all she was not so startlingly
acute, p

Sylvia was tellilng some anecdote of the
West to her new friends, and, as the in-

cident was rather remarkable, she
thought it necessary to have confirma-
tion.

“It happened before I was born, but
you were there then, and you know all
about it, don't you, daddy?”

“King” Plummer qulckly nodded con-
firmation and smiled at the memory. The
event had Interested him greatly, and he
was glad to vouch for its truth. He was
pleased all the more when he saw the
others looking at him with the respect
and deference due to—his thoughts haited
suddenly in their course and turned into
Then he found himself
frowning. He did not like the conjunc-
tion of “dear old daddy” and of a thing
that had happened many vears ago.

The “King” quletly slipped away from
the party, and he noticed with intense
gloom that his departure did not seem to
make as much difference as it should. For
a whole afternoon he was silent, and
many corrugations formed temporarily in
his brow, indicating Tresclved thought.
Nor were appearances wrong, because
the “King"’ was laboriously dragging him-
self up to the edge of a mighty resolu-
tion, He was physically as brave a man
as ever walked; in early and rougher
days he had borne a ready Winchester,
but this emergency was something new in
his experience, and naturally he hesitated
at the venture. However, just after sup-
per, when Sylvia was alone in the draw-
ing-room of the car, he approached her.
She looked up at him, and smiled, but
the “King’'s"” face was sét with the pow-
er of his resolve,

“Come in, daddy,” she sald.

The “King™ did not smile, nor aid he

sit down
“Sylvia,” he said, "I have a favor to
ask of you.”

“Why certainly, daddy, anvthing In rea-
son, and I know you would not ask any-
thing out of it.”

“Sylvia, I want you to promise me nev-
er to call me daddy again, elther in pri-
as here between ourselves, or be-
> others.™
She looked
with aste:

“Why,” she exclaimed, “I've called you
that ever since you found me a little,
little girl alone In the mountains.”

up at
ishment.

him, her eyes wide

“I know it, but it's time to stop. I'm
no blood kin to you at all. And I'm not
20 ancient The history of the West
didn’t begin with me.”

The wonder in her eyes deepened, and
“King" ¢ apprehensive, though he
stood to his g But when she laughed,
spontaneous laugh, he felt hurt

vou the the promise readily
" she said, "but I can't keep it; 1
I'll try awful hard, but I'm
s0 used to daddy that it will be sure to

fe

a _1'0_‘{‘»;:.‘-'

“T'n

make

pop out just when I'm expecting it least.””
The "King” looked at her moodily, not

3 g !

sure whether she was laughing at him or

at her own perplexity

“Then you just try,”
yielding to a mood of compromise, and
stalked abruptly out of the drawing-room

Sylvia, wa ing him, saw how stiffiy
and squar he held his shoulders, and
what Jong and abrupt strides he took, and
mood of merriment was suddenly sue-
ied by one of sadness mingled Just a
* with apprehension. She spoke twice
under her breath, and the two brief sen-
tences varied by only a single word. The
first was “"Dear old daddy!” and the sec-
ond was “Poor old daddy !

CHAPTER XL
The Harryiag of Herbert.
An unexpected addition and honor was

, | now approaching, and it was Hobart who

told them of it.

“Our little party Is about to receive a
touch of real distinetion and dignity—
something that it needs very much.,” he
sald, laying the newspaper that he had
been reading upon the dusty car seat and
cing at Harley. They had returned to
their special train.

“What do you mean?”' asked Harley,
though his tone betrayed no great inter-

{ est.

“T quote from the columns of our staid
contemporary, the New York Monitor.
Churchill's sheet, the representative of
solid, quiet, and cultured worth,” said Ho-
bart, pompously
some time by thoughtful leaders of our

party in the East that Jimmy Grayson |

and the “'shirt-sleeves” Western politicians
who now surround him are showing too
much familiarity with the people. A cer-
tain reserve, a certain dignity of manner
which, while holding the crowd at a dis-
tance, also insnires it with a proper re-
spect, is desirable on the part of the offi-
cial head of a great party, a Presidential
nominee. The personal democracy of Mr.,

| Grayson is having a disconcerting effeclx

upon important financial circles, and alse
is Inspiring unfavorable comments in the

1 press, extracts from which we
print upon another page.”"™

“What on earth has the opinlon of the
English press to do with our Presidential
race?” asked Harley.

“You may search me,” replied Hobart.
“I merely quote from the columns of the
Monitor. But In order to save time, I
tell you that all this preambie leads to
the departure for the West of the Hon.

Herbert Henry Heathcote, who, after his!

graduation at Harvard, took a course at
Oxford, lived much abroad, and who now,
by grace of his father's worth and mil-
lions, is the national commiiteemtan from
his State. For some days Herbert has
been speeding In our direction, and to-
morrow he will join us at Red Cloud. It
is more than intimated that he will take
charge of the tour of Jimmy Grayson, and
put it upon the proper piane of dignity
and reserve."”

Harley sald no more, but, borrowing
the paper, read the account carefully, and
then put it down with a sigh, foresceing
trouble. Herbert Heathcote's father had
been a great man in his time, self-creat-
ed, a famous merchant, an able party
worker, in thorough touch with American
life, and he had served for many years
as the honored chairman of the national
committee, although in a moment of
weakness he had sent his son abroad to
be educated. Now he was dead, but re-
membered well, and as a Presidential
campaign costs much money—legitimate
money—and his son was a prodigal giver,
the leaders could not refuse to the young-
er Heathcote the place of national com-
mitteeman from his State,

“What do you think of it?" asked Har-
ley, at last.

“1 refuse to think,” replied Hobart. *I
shall merely wait and see,

But the Hon. Willlam Plummer ex-
pressed his scorn in words befitting his
open character,

The paper was passed on until it reach-
ed Mrs. Grayson any Sylvia. Mrs. Gray-
#9n, with her usual reserve, sald nothing.
Sylvia was openly indignant.

“I shall snub thie man,” she sald, “un-
less he is of the kind that thinks it can-
not be snubbed.”

“1 fear that it is his kind,” sald ‘Har-
ley.

“It looks lke it," she said,

At noon the next day, when they were
at Red Cloud, Herbert Henry Heathcote
arrived on the train from the East, and
the arrival of him was wun!e'ssed by Har-

(

he said, at last, |

“ ‘It has been felt for |

ley, Hobart, Mr. Plummer, and several
others, who had gone to the station for
that purpose and none other.

Mr. Heathcote, as he alighted from the
train, was obviously a person of impor-
tance, his apparel, even had his manner
been hidden, disclosing the fact to the
most casual observer. A felt hat, narrow-
brimmed and beautifully creased in the
crowd, set gracefully upon his head. His
light overcoat was baggy enough in the
back to hold another man, as Mr. Heath-
cote was not large, and white spats were
the final touch of an outfit that made
the iess sophisticated of the spectators

gasp. “King” Plummer swore half au-
dibly.
“I wish my luggage to be carried up to

the hotel,” gald Mr. Heathcote, Impor-
tantly, to the station agent,

“He calls it ‘luggage.’ and this in Colo-
rado!" groaned Hobart.

“Your what?” exclaimed the station
agent, a large man in his shirt-sleeves,
with a pen thrust behind his ecar.

"My luggage; my trunk,” replied Mr.
Heathoote,

“Then you had better carry it yourself,
I've nothing to do with it sald the
agent, with Western brusqueness, as he
turned away.

Harley, always ready to seize an op
portunity, and resolved to mitigate things,
stepped forward.

“I beg your pardon, but thiz is Mr.
Heathcote, is it not?’ he asked, cour-
teously.

The committeeman put a glass in his
ey6 and regarded him qulte coolly. Har-
ley, despite his habitual self-control, shud-
dered. He did not mind the supercillous
gaze, but he knew the effect of the mono-
cle upon the crowd,

“Yes, I am Mr. Heathcote,” s=ald the
committeeman, “and you—ah—I don't. be-
leve—ah—"

“1 haven't been Introduced,” sald Har-
ley, with a smile, *but I can Introduce
myself; iU's ail right here in the West.
I merely wanted to tell you that you
had better get them at the hotel to send
the porter down for your trunk. There
are no carriages, but it's oniy a short
walk to the hotel. It's the large bullding
on the hiil In front of you.”

“Thank you—ah—Mr. Hardy.”

“Harley,” corrected the correspondent,
quietly.

"I was about to say—ah—that the press
can make itself useful at times.”

Harley flushed slightly.

“Yes, even under the most adverse cir-
cumstances,” he sald.

But Mr. Heathcote was already on the
way to the hotel, his white spats gicaming
in the sunshine. It was evident that he
intended to keep the press in its proper
place,

“You made a mistake when vou volun-
teered your help, Harley." sald Hobart.
“A man like that should be received w
a club. But you just wait until the West
gels through with him. Your revenge
will be brought to you on a silver plate.”

“I'm not thinking of myself,” replied
Harley, gravely. *“It's the effect of this
cn Jimmy Grayson's campaign that's

botkering me. Colorado is doubtful, and
s0 are Utah and Wyoming and Idaho; can

Proof
was forthcoming at once, The crowd at
the statlon, drawn by varlous ecauses,

Iy , and Mr. Heath-
Ote was recelved with a gasp of amaze-

ment. But nothing was sald until the
white spats ¢ committeeman disap-
peared in Then the people

crowded are
whom 2a " stop was sufficient to

“Who is he?” they
tocrat?"”

“Does Jimmy Gray-
wb with a man like
can’t trust him, either
a manopolist, too, and

m

2an

to h
Then we

| his elals he ton of the people
is all a blu
Harley explained with care that Mr.
Heathcote was important To run a
great Presidential campaign required

much money
for, halls had to be
there was a ar
ione, and many oti

be met. Their party

special tralns must be paid
ired for speakers,
unt of printing to be
r expenses that must
Was poor, as every-

vast

body knew, most of the wealth being on
the other side; and, when a man like
Heathoote wi willing to contribute his

thousands, there was nothing to do but
to take him. But they need not be alarm-
ed; he could not corrupt Jimmy Grayson;
the candidate was too stanch, too true,
too much of a real man to be turned
from the right path by any sinister East-

infly

But the people were not mollified: they
resented Mr. Heathcote's manner as well

as his dress. Why had he not stopped at

ce

the station a few minutes, and shaken
hands with those who would have been
giad to meet him for the sake of fel-
lowship in the party? Harley heard again
the word “Plutocrat,” and, deeming it
wise to say nothing more for the pres-
j ent, walked back to the hotel. On the

| long porch sat a row of men In rocking
{ chairs—correspondents, town officials, and
| politicians, following in the wake of
{ Jimmy Grayson.
i white-bearded

man named Curtls,
1ad been travellng with them for three
{ days, jerked his finger over his shoulder,
pointing to the interior of the hotel, and
said, mysteriously, to Harley:

“Where did you get it?”

“New York,” replied Harley, sadly,

“Can’t you lose {t?”

“I don’t know,” replied Harley, hope-
fully, “but we can try.”

Hobart, who wus in the next chalr, put
| his right foot across his left knee and
| nursed it judiclally.

“It is eating its dinner now,” he sald.
{ “It said: ‘Landlord, I want a table alone.
{ I do not wish to be disturbed.’ And just
| think, Harley, this is Colorado! Land-
lord, otherwise Bill Jeffreys, was so taken
aback that he said, 'All right.' But the
| Honorable Herbert Henry Heatheote is
being watched. There are three cowboys,
(ut this very moment, peeping in at his
| window.”

| There was a dead silence for at least a
{ minute, broken at last by Barton.

| “Gentlemen,” he sald, “you do not yet
know the full, the awful truth; I acci-
| dentally heard Heathcote telling Jeffreys
about it

“Why, what can be worse?"' asked Har-
ley. and he wae in earnest.

“Mr. Heatheote's man—his valet, do you
understand—arrives to-night. He is to
have a place in the car, and to travel
with us, in order that he may wait on his
master.”

“King” Plummer uttered an oath.

“The West can stand a good many
things, but It won't stand that,” he ex-
claimed. ‘“A national committeeman of
our party traveling with his valet on the
train with Jimmy Grayson! It'll cost us
at least six States, We ain’'t women!"”

There succeeded a gloomy silence that
lasted untll Heathcote himself appeared
upon the porch, fresh, dapper, and pa-
tronizjng.

“I hope you enjoyed your dinner, Mr.
Heathcote,” said Harley, ever ready to be
a peacemaker.

“Thank you, Mr. Hardy—ah, Harley; 1t
did very well for the frontier—one does
not expect much here, you know.”

Harley glanced uneasily at the men in
the chairs. but Mr. Heathcote went on,
condescendingly:

“TI am now going for an interview with
Mr. Grayson in his room. We shall be
there at least an hour, and we wish to be
quite alone, as I have many things of
importance to say.”

No one spoke, but twenty pairs of eyes
followed the committeeman as he disap-
peared in the hotel on his way to Jimmy
Grayson's rcom. Then Alvord, the town
judge, a man of gigantic stature, rose to
his feet and said, in a mimicking, femi-
nine voice:

“Gentlemen, I am going to the bar, and
I shail be there at least an hour; I wish
to be quite alone, as I shall have many
fmportant things te drink.”

There was a bhurst of laughter that re-
lieved the constraint somewhat, and then,
obedient to an invitation from the judge,
they filed solemnly into the bar.

The candidate was te speak in the after-
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It's a Wall |

A State senator, a big, |
who |

noon, and as he would raise some new is-
sues, sure to be of iInterest to the whole
country, Harley, following his famillar
custom, went in search of Mr. Grayson
for preliminary infermation. The hour
set aside by Mr. Heatheote had passed
long since, and Harley thought that he
wouild be out of the way.

Jimmy Grayson's room was on the sec-

ond floor, and Harley walked slowly up |

the steps, but at the head of the stairway
he was met by Mr. Heathcote himself,

“Good afternoon,” said Harley, cheer-
fuily. I hope that you had a pleasant
talk with Mr. Grayson. I'm going in te
see himn now myself; a Presidential nom-
inee can't get much rest.”

Mr. Heathcote drew himself up impor-
tantly,

“I beg your pardon,” he sald, “but you
cannot—ah—see Mr., Grayson. There has
been a feeling with us in the East—we
are in a position there to judge, being in
thorough touch with the great world—
that it was not advisable for Mr. Grayson
to speak to or to come in direct contact
with the press. This familiar talk with
the newspapers rather impalrs the con-
fidence of our great magnates and preju.
dices us in the eves of Europe. It is bet.
ter—ah—that his remarks should be trans-
mitted through a third person, who can
glve to the press what is fitting and re-
serve the remainder.” =

Harley gazed at Heathcote in ‘amaze-
ment, but there was nothing in his man-
ner to indicate that he was not in earn-
est.

“And you are the third person, I sup-
pose?" guid Harley.

“I have so constituted myself,” replled
Mr. Heatheote, and hils tone was ag-
gravatingly quiet and assured. “As one
conyersant with great affairs, I am the
most fit."”

“Has Mr,
asked Marley

“My dear man, I cannot permit you to
croas-examine me. But, really, I wish to
be on good terms with the press, which is
quite a useful institution within its limits
Now, you seem to be rather more sedate
than the others, and I wish you would
have the goodness to explain to them how
I have taken affairs in hand.”

Harley flushed at his patronizing tone,
and for a moment he was tempted to
thrust him out of his way and proceed
with his errand to Jimmy Grayson's
room, but he reflected that It was better
to let the commiiteeman make the rope
for his own hanging, and he turned away
with a quiet, “Very well, I shall forego
the interview.”

Grayson agreed to this?”

But as he went back down the stalrs he |

could not help asking himself the ques-
tion, “Does Jimmy Grayson know? Could
he have consented to such an arrange-
ment?”’ and at once came the answer—
“Impossible.””

He returned to the porch, where all the
chalrs'were filled, although the talk was
slow, He noticed, with pleasure, that
Churchill was absent. The descending
sun had just touched the crests of the
distant mountains, and they swam in a
re golden glow, The sunset

{Aﬁngﬂ-’ms
radifince over nature in her mighty

- " 1 st 6 1 & ot -
we %0 through them with a man lke | 2%Pects affected all on the porch, used as

they were to it, and that was why they
were sllent. But they turned inquiring

arley wh he foi >
that Harley's fears were jutliﬂo‘d,“)"" upon Harley when he joined them.

““What has become of Heathcote?” ask-
ed Barton

“He is engaged upon an important task
Just now,”” replied Harley.

“And what is that?”

“He is editing Jimmy Grayson's
speech.”
Twenty chalrs came down with a erash

pairs of eyes stared in
nant sstonishment
“King” Plummer's effort to hold him-
self in his chair seemed to be a strain.
“He may not ba doing that particular
thing at this particular moment,” con-
tinued Harley, “but he told me very dis-

indig-

tinctly that he was here g u e |
< s ot Ele-Fhed. purpoms. | Small decorated windows light this.

and he has also fu
not see Jimmy Gray

’id me that I could
m; that he intended

henceforth to aet as an intermediary be- |

tween the candidate and the press.”
“And you stood {t?" exclaimed Hobart,
“For the present, yes,”

DOING HER

Construction

A Chicago Housekeeper Solves Problem in the

OWN WORK

of a Home.

In spite of opposition on the part of
architects and builders, a Mrs. Willlam
A. Glasner, of Chicago, has succeeded in
having bullt, according to her plana a
unique home which is to solve the ser-
vant problem. Feor several years she
struggled with the probiem of keeping
good servants and was worsted, for the
cook refused to wash, to scrub, or clean,
and the housemald and laundress equal-
ly were unobliging.

It was after one of the household dif-
ficulties that Mrs. Glasner began to plan
her servantless house with the heip of
her husband, and these were the require-
ments:

1. It must be on one floor.

2. There always must be plenty of hot
water, summer and winter,

3. There must be the most cheerful
kitchen which e¢ould be built,

4. There must be few rooms to take
care of,

6. Everything must be arranged to
make work easy so there would be no
need of servants,

6. There must be plenty of windows
and no accommodations for servants. It
was in fact to be an idea] home for only
two people, husband and wife.

The architects were in despair when
they saw the requirements and the
plane Mrs. Glasner had made. They
upset all theorles on building and were
voted impossible, but Mrs. Glasner was
determined and in the end succeeded in
finding an architect who carried out her
plans, and the result is an !deal home.

On the Bungalow Model.
The house, or rather bungalow, for it
follows the plans of California bungalows,

{ and is buflt In a rambling sort of manner

to accommodate the rollilng ground on
which it stands, Is In Glencoe on Sheridan
read, beside one of the ravines which are
80 characteristic of that suburb. The out-
side walls are of wide, brown stalned, un-
dressed boards joined together horizon.
tally with projecting battens, this simple
treatment forming a perfect harmony
with the trees which surround the house.
An octagonal extension on the east side is
carried to the roof and forms one of the
most charming little sewing-rooms a wom-
an could dream of, while another octag-
onal room near the entrance makes an
ideal den that, In case of visitors, is
furnished with a lounge bed so as to be
used for a bedroom. Then there is un
octagonal summer house connected with
the porch by a rustic bridge that goes
across a smail ravine at the back of the
house. The plain roof is broken only by
a large chimney. Under the wide eaves
an almost continuous series of windows
runs around the house, giving the sun-
light for which she stipulated. The win-
dows are In groups of three with a large
stationary plate in the center to give an
unobstructed view of the lovely sur-
rounding landscape, and flanked on eacn
side by casements of decorative glass that
open outward, cottage fashion.

On the west, where the sioping bank
admits of it, the house is two stories, to
allow basement room for the laundry and
ie to be turned into a billilard room.

On entering the front door, which is as
unconventional as the house and its own-
ers, one steps at once into the living-room
(2x27 feet), with the octagonal den fif-

replied Harley, | to€n feet in @lameter opening off of it. On

evenly; “and I did so because I thought |°0¢ side of this living-room is a great
I saw a better way out of the trouble| fi¥eDlace bulit up to the wall, made of

than an immediate quarrel with Heath- | artistic dull brick, and large enough to|

cote—a hetter way, above all, for J;mmylaccammndale good-sized logs. Beside the

Grayson and the party.”

fireplace is a built seat with a row of win-

The Western men sald nothing, though | 40Ws over it, while on the opposite side, un-
they looked their deep disgust, and pres. | 9¢T the casements with their broad sills,

entl

y they quitted the porch, leaving it,
rocking chairs and all, to the correspond-
ents.”

“Boys,” sald Harley, earnestly, “T've a
request to make of you. Let me take the
lead this affair; I've a plan that I
think will work.

“Well, you are in a measure the chie?
of our.corps,” said Warregner, one of the
Chicago men. “I don't know why you
are, but all of us have got to looking on
you In that way.”

“I for one promise to be good and
obey,” sald Hobart, “but I won't deny
that it will be a hard Job. Perhaps VI
could stand the man if §t were not for
his accent—it sounds to me as if his
volce were coming out of the top of his
head. Instead cf his chest, where a good,
honest voice ought to have its home.”

“"Now, you listen,” said Harley, “and 1
will my tale unfold.

Then they put their heads together and
talked long and earnestly.

in 1

CONTINUED NEXT SUNDAY.

DOES IT PAY?
When your business cares are heary
And the world and all seems wrong,
Everything is topsy-turvy—
Life is but a sober song,
And you think it matters Hitle
What you do, or what you say—
Then you look for things of pleasure n
For relief—but does it pay?

Does it pay you in a measure,

Do your business cares grow less,

Does it make up for the pleasure
That right thoughts will always bless?
Do your friends with whom you mingle
Give you joyous thouglcs vext day

As your nerves and body tingle?

Tell me, dear one, does it pay?

Every heart must have its sorrow,
So we're told of the decree,
But the caming of the "morrow
Thoughts of which we all should fles,
Let us then in thoughts of kindness
Live and love and bless alway,
Sc that we can say to each one:
To be true and right does pay
E. J. CARTER.
HOW ONE GOT IN.

Bt. Peter settin’ at de gate;

Nigger passin’ by—
Et. Peter up an’ sez ter him:

“How did you come ter die®"

“Go ax de man whut heit de gun
A-pintin” at dat roos’;

Go ax de dog whut helt my foot
An’ wouldn't turn hit loose!"”

“An’ s0,” St. Peter ses ter him,
“You wuz kotch in de ac'?”

Dat nigger turnt an’ looked at him
An’ spon’'s: “"Hit is a fac’' "

“Down in deep it den you mus’ go
Fer stealin’ uv dat hen!”

The nigger scratch his haid right hard—
St. Peter had him den!

But ‘drectly, liftin' up his arms,
He flop "era on his side,
An' zackly like n rooster crow
Three times ont loud he cried!
8t, Peter hung his haid wid shame—
He "'membered uv his sin—
An’ grabbin® up a great big key,
He lot dat nigger in!
—New Orlesns Piczyune.

THE WONDERFUL SOMETHING.
There's a Something that maketh a palace
Out of four little walls and a prayer;
A Something that seeth a garden
In one little flower that is fair;
That tuneth two hearts to one purpose
And maketh cne heart of twg;
That smiles when the sky Is a gray one
And smiles when the sky is blue.

Without it no garden hath fragrance
Tho' it holdcih the wide world’s blooms;

Without it a palace a8 prison
With ecelis for bangueting rooms;

This Semething that halloweth sorrow
And stealeth the sting from 'care;

This Something that maketh a palace
Out of four little walls and & prayer.

—alzurice Smiley, in The
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{run low built-in bookcases, filled with the

favorite bocks of the owners. The walls
and ceilings are banded simply with a
wooden strips that serve to
outline various wall surfaces, and there
are few moldings and no fancy trim to
catch the dust. From this iiving-room
opens a large bedroom (16x20 feet), with
two great closets, one for the master and
ane for the mistress, and also a beauti-
fully tiled bathroom that can also be ea-
tered from the hall that goes from the
living-room to the porch. The little octag-
on sewing-room also opens from off the
bedroom, and makes a charming little
dressing-room.
Ne Dining-room.

There is no dining-room in this house,
for, as its mistress said, “A dining-room
often is the ugliest room in the house, and
it is one more unnecessary room to keep
clean. It is only convention that dictates
that we must sit down in state to eat our
meals. People who come here look around
and say: “Why, where is the dining-room?
They seem to think it half savage to eat
on the porch as we do. In cool weather
we will eat In front of the big glowing
grate fire, so you see we do not need a
dining-room. Then, too, not having a din-
ing-room does away with so much work.
You see, I have a two-deck cart, and when
I wash my dishes and silver I put them
on it. I also place thereon the meal en-
tire when it is ready to serve, so all go to-
gether to the porch or living-room in one
trip. The courses are served from the
cart, and the dishes are placed on the
lower shelf, and all finally are wheeled
back to the kitchen to be washed when
the meal is eaten.” This eart, by the way,
which is a great labor-saving proposition,
is an idea of the owner.

Mrs. Glasner wouldn't have a dark
kitchen. She wanted it on the south side
of the house. The architect didn’t, but it
was her house, and she had her way. She
says that "most kitchens have for view
garbage boxes, and It isn't any wonder
that women bate working in them.” Her
kitchen, which opens directly off the liv-
ing-room, ““so that when she has company
she can talk and cook at the same time,”
is a marvel of convenience.

Kitchen Equipment,

It has four south windows, one on the
east side and one on the west side, and is
as light, sunny, and airy as it is possible
for a kitchen to be. It contains one large
enameled sink with a removable drip
board that easily can be cleaned and sun
dried, and the whole side is lined with
cupboards and compartments, some with
glass doors and some with wooden ones,
so that all the mistress has to do is to
reach up over the long working table, or
counter, as it might be called, that is be-
low them and get what she deslres. Then
there are several bins for flour, spice
bhoxes and the like, all built within reach,
s0 that there is no need of axtra steps.
The gas range stands conveniently close
to the work table. There is an office stool
that Mrs. Glasner sits on when washing
dishes or preparing vegetables, and near
the range is a great “comfy” looking
rocking chair to rest in while the cooking
is progressing. The kiftchen fixtures are
curved, o there are neither fixtures nor
crevices where dirt can lodge.

The big screened-in porch is back of
the kitchen and opens from that room and
also from off the long hall that leads into
the living room. The ice box stands be-
tween the Kitchen and the porch, and from
the porch leads the Iittle rustic bridge
across the ravine that takes one to the
beautiful little octagonal summer house.

Near tne kitchen are the steps that lead
into the basement, where there is a tiny
and convenient laundry with set tubs and
the heater that is used for keeping the
water hot, summer and winter, and which

can be used also for boiling the clothes,
The rest of the basement is yet unfinished,
and should its owner decide, there is space
for several rooms down there besides the
billlara room contemplated.

Guaint Fornishings.

The furnishing of the house is as quaint
as the house itself, for there are in f{t
many things that collectors delight in
owning. In the bedroom is an old four-
poster mahogany bed, and an old-fash-
loned mahogany bureau to match. In the
Bewing room is another old bureau with
glass knobs which was rescued by Mrs.
Glasner from several coats of vellow
paint. She thus found the mahogany un-
derneath.

In the large living room are good old-
fashioned rockers and easy chalrs, a
spinning wheel and a flax wheel, both llke
the other pieces—heirlooms. There also is
an old-fashioned mahogany table or two
and a pair of andirons that give just the
right touch to the fireplace, and old-fash-
ioned candlesticks in abundance. There
are no curtains and heavy portleres to
keep out air and gather dust and the
thorough cleaning that the rosiis recelve
once a week at the hands of the laundress
who comes to dc the washing and ironing
is sufficient to keep it immaculate.

Mrs. Glasner considers her housework a
joke in her new home, and frankly Bay3
she would not change places with any one,
and unselfishly desires that other women
be told of the attraction of housekeeping
in her way. Bhe is sorry for the women
dependent on servants, while every woman
who enters this beautiful ideal home longs
most ardently to change places with its
mistress, and men who view it sigh re-
gretfully and say: 'How I'd like to live
in a real home like this; but ours {s such
a big, uncomfortable place.”

It may be interesting to add that the
cost of the building of the house was
moderate, and the daily household ex-
penses and maintaining of the house are,
as the mistress expresses {t, “so small as
to seem almost absurd.”

FIVE COPS TO TWO JAPS.
Latter Had Too Much Sake, but They
HKnew Jiu-Jitsna,

From the New York Sun.

Tom Hiashi and Ray Kamachl, a butler
and clerk, respectively, both Japanese,
who sald they lived at 41 East Nineteenth
street, were arraigned in the Tombs po-
lice eourt on a charge of Intoxication and
resisting the police. John Giba, the
cop who appeared against them, sald
that about 5 per cent Intoxication and %
per cent resistance to blue-coated author-
ity would be a fair proportion.

Tom and Ray had been celebrating the
Mikado's birthday Saturday night and
admitted having imbibed much sake In
various Japanese restaurants. They got
to the Chatham Square station of the ele.
vated about midnight, shouting banzals
for the Emperor and singing the national
Japanese hymn.

“Now, cut that out,” finally ordered
Policeman Giba, laying his hand on the
shoulder of Hiashi, who was at least a
foot shorter than the cop and fifty
pounds lighter. Hiashi =aid scmething
staccata to Kamachi, jumped back, gave
the cop a yank by the arm and a push
and Giba went sprawling off the platform
and to the track.

Giba quickly climbed back, but renewed
the charge only when his whistle brought
four more cops puffing up the stairs. The
few passengers present then had the
| finest kind of a ten minute exhibition of
| Occidental brawn pitted against Orlental
| cunning. The tiny Japs were like eels in
eluding the heavy cops,

Time after time a heavy night stick
was brought down on a Jap head, only
the head was not there. The Jap, in re.
taliation, would duck, give the cop a
yank, a la jlu-jitsu, and make him howl
The police finally conguered by sheer
avolrdupois.

“What take five cops to bring In that
pair?’ asked Magistrate Finn in disgust.

“But they used Jew justice on us, your
honor,” sald Giba.

“That’'s a new one on me! I wonder
what Is Jew justice?’ asked Battery
Dan.

“Oh, he means Jiu-jitsu, judge,” spoke
up Clerk Charley Anthus, the most versa-
tile clerk in the police courts.

“We'll let 'em have = little American
justice to cure their Jew justice. Three
dollars each,” said the magistrate. Tom
paid both fines out of a $35 roil

MANY MARRY BY CONTRACT.

New York Law of Three Years Age
Leads to 6,000 Such Unions,
From the Pittsburg Dispatch.

Marriages by contract are becoming pop-
ular in Gotham. Since the law providing
for this kind of marriage became opera-
tive three years ago thers have been flled
in the city clerk’s office almost 6000 such
contracts. Marriage by contract is a
simple legal procedure. Two persons de-
siring to be married go to g lawyer or any
other person qualified to draw up a con-
tract or apply to the city or county
clerk’s office for the regular blank form,
have the contract drawn up or fill out the
form, and then go before a notary pubiie,
justice of the peace, commissioner of
deeds, or any other officer with legal au-

thority, apd there the contract is ac-
knowledged. That ends it
The contract may be filed with the city

clerk or it may not. The law does not
require that it be filed: it only entitles it
to be filed. On that point the law is lax,
and efforts are being made to have the
law changed so that it shall require the
notary or whoever takes the acknowledg-
ment of the contract to file it with the
clerk of the city within ten days or be
subject to a penalty. The law requires
a clergyman to flle with the bureau of
vital statistics all certificates of marriages
qerformed by him within ten days after
ihie ceremony.

The marriage contract is not without
other weaknesses. It is true that if hus-
band and wife agree to disagree, or one
forsakes theé other, so long as the con-
tract can be produced in evidence of their
first agreement, or witnesses can be ob-
talned to the signing of the contract, the
agreement remains in legal force. But it
the cuntract has not been filed with the
clerk, or has been lost or destroyed, and
no witnesses to {he contract can be pro-
duced, and one of the parties to the con-
tract desires it abrogated, there seems to
be no redress for the vietim.

ANY DAY
Don’'t Like the Word “Japs.”
From the New York Sun.

“Every tlme the papers say something
about ‘Japs’ it hurts the Japanese peo-
ple,” saild a Japanese yesterday. “We
call our country Nippon, pronounced In
the Japanese tongue ‘Nihon,” and a Jap-
anese man is 'Nihonjin." Forelgners say
Japanese and Japan because they don't
know how to pronounce the real words.

“But when they call us ‘Japs’ we be-
lleve that it is a term of derision, just as
you speak of colored people as ‘eoons,’
and all cultivated Japanese hate the
term, None of the foreigners living in
Japan would think of insuiting us by
using the abbreviation.

“In Japan we call all white people
‘sayofin,’ ‘Which means Western men.
Sayojin is a most respectful word. But
there is another that was used before
we became what the Western world calls
clvilized; that word means ‘foreign
devil.” That is a very impeolite word, and
I hope the time will never come when it
will become popular again in Nippon,”




